Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
being led away, streaming from flank and withers, flak-
ing foam from the bit. He had come, so his wrangling
generals said, to face disaster!
There were many of these young generals now besides
Junot, Massena, Murat, Victor, and Desaix. The gallant
Muiron had fallen on that bridge, giving his life for his
commander; but Berthier had come, Bessieres, the lion-
hearted Lannes, and Duroc whom Napoleon loved, to
say nothing of those old fire-eaters, Joubert and
Augereau.
Some of them stood near him now with the Alps, a
white-toothed wall against a wintry sky, at their left;
around them, the plateau where stood the troops at bay;
at their right, a precipice sloping down from the plateau
to a valley through which the leaden Adige ran.
On the plateau there was no sign of life save for the
stirring of some sleeping soldiers or a sentinel pausing
to refresh a fire or thrash his arms from the cold. Be-
hind them the village church with its twin belfries and
stone pompon loomed up stiff and stark; and in the con-
vent to the east only a few lamps still burned. But myr-
iad beads of light made a bracelet of the horizon.
Twinkling north through the mountains, on the eastern
edge of the table-land, far through the southern valley,
these watch-fires of the foe ringed him three quarters of
the way round. The little commander, hitherto infallible,
so the generals muttered, had got them in a trap.
Still, they did not say this to him when he asked his
few rapid questions, nor did they come too near as he
took his quill and ink-well to a fire under a tripod of mus-
kets and a suspended pot. None of those who had sworn
so joyously to follow him now slapped .him on the back.
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